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Author's Notes: 
An obligatory, angsty breakup fic for these two because it's impossible not to write it. Enjoy, or, well, you 


know... x') 


‘How the fuck can you think | would do that to you?!" 


Bruce roared at the top of his lungs, his eyes sprickling with tears. He had known from the start that Steve 
was possessive and jealous, but this was too much. This was reaching the limit, it was more than he could 
handle. And he had been handling a lot these past couple of years ever since Jan arrived and became part of 
the band. Because Jan and Bruce were close, they'd been best friends for longer than he could remember. And 


of course Steve saw the threat in that, a threat that didn't really exist. 


“Ow the fuck am | s'posed ta knowl? Yer the one gropin' ‘im on stage, ye think | ain't ‘ave eyes ta see with?! 
Steve shouted back, his face red with rage and frustration 


Bruce felt cornered, and he felt like Steve expected him to come clean with some grand sort of confession of 


how "yes of course we're shagging, are you happy now?" but the fact remained that he'd be lying. Because he 
wasn't fucking Jan, he wasn't fucking anybody except the bassist and even that was occuring less and less. 
Bruce missed making love, he missed the long marathon sessions of mutual worship. He wasn't particularly fond 
of the rough, almost painful fucks that seemed to be all he could get these days. He still loved Steve, but he 
couldn't go on like this. It hurt too much. 


‘You're supposed to bloody trust me! You're supposed to take my fucking word for it, you ignorant fucking 
twat! You're supposed to believe what I'm fucking tell you! 


Steve seemed to falter for a moment, his mouth snapping shut as the truth was tossed in his face. He still 
looked angry, but the fury was melting away. He seemed almost insecure, his dark eyes darting back and forth 
between Bruce's face and the ground. Steve was only straight forward when professional or enraged. Now he 
was neither. Instead, he hung his head as if in shame. As if he had finally caught onto what an unfair asshole 


he had become. 


‘Cor, | know.. bloody ‘ell, | know, Bruce.. | just.. the way ye prance ‘round ‘im. Tocuh ‘im, fuckin’ kiss ‘im, an’ | can 
just stand there an' watch ye go off. It ‘urts. the bassist confessed, face obscured by thick chestnut brown 
curls as he admitted to his faults. 


Bruce shook his head, trying to will himself not to cry but it was impossible. The wetness that had been 
continuously pooling at the corners of his narrowed eyes already fell, trailing down his cheeks as fat globs. He 
had to swallow hard to force the lump in his throat down, it was threatening to choke him. He needed his 
voice, he needed to be able to speak. He couldn't lose it like this. He needed to be able to say what was in his 


heart, what conclusion he had come to. 
‘| can't handle it anymore, Steve,' he said, his voice surprisingly steady. 


The other man's head snapped up, sad eyes wide and filled with despair. He took a step towards the singer, 

arms coming up as if to somehow reach for the smaller man. Bruce simple held out one flat palm to halt him, 
words were needless. It worked, and Steve stopped dead in his tracks, remaining right where he was. He looked 
like he too was about to cry, shaking his head in disbelief, his curls flying. He too had begun to pick up on the 


dreadful heart ache lingering in the air. 

‘No. No, ye don't mean that. | promise, Bruce, | won't do this again | won't. Next time, I'll-~ 

‘There won't be a next time; Bruce interrupted. 

‘Yes, ‘course there will be, there always is. We always make it through. We're a team, Bruce, we're.. don't say.. 
Steve's voice seemed to fail him then, his eyebrows twitching just a tad, like a sign of understanding sinking in 


and dawning upon him. ‘Please, Bruce.. 


The singer took a deep breath to steady himself. It took everything he had, all his willpower, to shake his head 


and stay put. Stay firm in his decision. In that moment, he was glad he was stubborn as a mule. Had he been 


easily swayed, he would have taken everything back and run straight into Steve's open arms, accepting the 
apology without hesitation. Despite what illfated consequences the act of forgiveness might have brought with 
it. But he saw the cracks, and they were far too deep to be mended. There was no going back for them. It had 
gone on too far, they'd let it slide for too long. 


‘tm going, Steve. I'm leaving Maiden, and - and I'm leaving you. | can't bloody do this. | can't. I'm sorry. 


Steve flinched as the words hit him hard, so calmly spoken and yet they held such unfathomable power. Like a 
slap or a punch in the face, like a kick in the balls. The man's bottom lip trembled visibly and then he gasped, 
covering his eyes with his hand as he too fell apart. This wasn't what they had expected the outcome to be 
when they first became a couple. It wasn't what they had planned on, they'd been ready to spend an eternity 
together even if meant in hiding, but they should have known from the start that it would never work out. 
They were far too different to work out in the long run, it seemed. They had too many disagreements, too 


many differing opinions. Bruce needed the freedom Steve would never grant him. 


‘B-but.. | |-love ye." Steve attempted, his already mumbled tone muffled by his hoarse throat and the tears 
falling rapidly to drip from his chin. When he removed his hand to look at the singer, the other man quickly 
looked away. He couldn't bear it. 


‘| know, said Bruce, his vision blurry as he turned on his heal, and despite the way the bassist's heavy sobs 
echoed through his head even as he exited the area, even as he left this chapter of his life behind - he never 


once looked back. 


